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King. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge y&iert is yours. 
There is yours, my Lord of Majham : 

And fir Thomas grey, knight of Northumberland, 

This fame is yours ; 

Iteadc them, and know we know your wonhineflh. 
Vnckle Exeter, I will aboord to night. 

Why how now Gentlemen, why change you colour ? 
What fee you in thole papers, 

That bath fo chafed your blood out of apparancc ? 

Cam. I do confeffe my fault, and do fubmit me 
To yourhighnefle mercy. 

Majh . To which we all appeale. 

Kipg.lhe mercy which was quit in vs but late. 

By your owne reafons is fore-ftald and done : 

Y ou muft not dare for fhame to aske for mercy, . 

For your owne confidence turne vpon your bofomes. 

As dogs vpon their mailers worrying them. 

See you my Princes, and my Noble Pectes, 

Thele englifih Monfters : 

My Lord of Cambridge here, 

You know how apt we were to grace him 
In all things belongingto his honor ; 

And this vilde man hath for a few light crownes, 

Tightly confipir’dand fworne vnto the pra&ifes of Trance, 
To kill vsheere in Hampton. To the which. 

This knight, no lelfe in bounty bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath likcwifiefworne. 

But oh,what (hall I fay to thee falfe man, 
Thoueruell,ingratefull,and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft bearethekey of all my counfell. 

That knewft the very fecrets of my heart, 

That almoft mightft haue coyn’d me into gold j 
Wouldft thou haue pra<5tifide on me for thy vfe ? 

Can it be poffible that out of thee 

Should proceed one fiparkethat might annoy my finger? 

Tis lb ftrange,thac tho the truth doth Ihew as grofie 
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of Henry the fife. 

k . blacke from white, mine eye will fcarfely fee it. 

£hcirSmlc S ».«ope„ 

Aneft them to the anfwer of the law. 

And God acquit them of their pradtiles. 

Exe.l arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Richard , Earle of Cambridge. 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Henry, Toed otMaJbam. 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Thomas Grey , 

^MaJh.Om 'pmpofes God iuftly hath difeouered, 
frni I repent my fault more then my death. 

Which 1 befeech your Maiefty forgiue. 

Although my body pay the price of it. 

Kmg.God quit you in his mercy. 

Heare your fentence, _ 

You haue' confpir’d againft our royall Perlon, 

Iovned with an enemy proclaim’d and fixed. 

And from his Golfers receiued the golden earneft of our 


death. 

Touching our perfon we feeke no redreile. 

But we out kingdomes fafetymuft fo tender, 

Whofe ruine you haue fought. 

That to our lawes we do dcliuer you. 

Get youhence,poore miferable creatures to your death, 
The tafte whereof,God in his mercy giueyou patience 
To endure,and true repentance of all your deeds amide: 

Beare them hence. 

£xit three Lords. 

Now Lords to France : The enterprife whereof. 

Shall be to you as vs,fucceffiuely. (wa.y , 

Since God cut off this* dangerous treafon lurking in our 
Cheerly to fea,tbe fignes of war aduance ; 

Noting of England, \( not King of France. 

Exit omnes . 

Enter 





